CHAPTER 45 


May 28, 2011 


“Attention students, the winners for the presidential election have been decided.” 


Justin cracked his neck slightly to both sides as the words buzzed from the 
intercom. He’d be lying if he said he wasn’t nervous, but he played it cool all the 
same. Yosuke had been sitting behind Justin, tapping frantically on the top of his 
desk; and with good reason. Justin’s speech yesterday seemed to have the same 
effect as the first one. And even if Justin’s speeches weren’t good for gathering 
votes over a long term period, they were extremely effectual when the vote 
immediately succeeded his rebellious discourse. 


“Oh man, I’m so nervous...” Chie spoke up from her desk. Justin couldn’t quite 
figure out what she was nervous about; he was the one who would have to pay 
Yosuke if he lost, not her. All the same he smirked slightly as he turned his head 
towards her, her head pointed upwards towards the ceiling, as though praying for 
God’s help. 


“The freshman class president of 2011 is Yoshitsune Akamatsu of room 2-3. Second 
place is awarded to Maiko Kikutake and Mitsunari Suzuki, who both tied for the 
same number of votes.” 


“I’m surprised they announce the runner-ups.” Justin questioned out loud, 
scratching at his chin slightly. 


“Huh? They didn’t do that at your old school?” Yukiko questioned from where she 
was sitting. 


“Nah, something about sportsmanship, or some shit.” Justin said, adding a slight 
sound of disgust at the end of his sentence. Sportsmanship was such bullshit; no 
one ever meant it, and all it did was impede people from celebrating in their own 
victories. So what if they gloat? Isn’t that part of the fun? 


“The sophomore class president of 2011...” 


The words seemed especially loud to Justin, as though the sound had gone through 
his ears and stabbed him right in the heart. He could feel his body grow stone cold 
stiff in fear. Ever take a test, and think you did really badly on it? Then, when they 
passed it back, you didn’t want to see your grade, perfectly content not knowing 
how much you fucked up? That was how Justin felt right now. He didn’t know if he 
beat Yosuke, or Hisako, but quite frankly, he might have been satisfied not knowing. 
After all, ignorance is bliss. 


Yosuke had to stick the side of his hand in his mouth, biting down against the skin in 
his anxiety. He had been saving up to buy a motorcycle, and if he lost this bet, he’d 
be set so far back. It wasn’t as bad as Justin’s worst case scenario, sure, but it sure 
meant a lot to Yosuke all the same. He secretly hoped to be able to tie with Justin, 
much like those two freshmen had. After all, if neither won, and neither lost, then 
neither would have to pay the other. All the same, he had the money in his pocket, 
worst case scenario. 


“Hisako Kentaro of room 2-2.” 


Justin and Yosuke’s jaws practically hit the floor at the same time. What the fuck? 
Hisako won!? But his entire campaign was complete and utter bullshit! The guy had 
no idea what he was talking about, or what he was doing. Hell, Justin thought HE 
could do a better job, and his presidential plan was just to set shit on fire once ina 
while, and then have his peons bring him Macaroni and Cheese at his demand. 
Yeah, sure, the president really couldn’t force anyone to do that; but then, he 
wasn’t supposed to set stuff on fire either, and something about a pyromaniac is 
hard to turn down. 


“Hisako!?” Yosuke shouted as the announcement finished. He turned his head to 
see Hisako shooting a smug grin over to Justin and Yosuke. Those within his 
immediate radius turned to him to congratulate him, though he didn’t exactly get 
the same response from the opposite side of the room. Yosuke and Chie both shot 
Hisako a slight glare, while Justin had been running the tip of his thumb along his 
throat line in a threatening fashion. Hisako’s eyes widened slightly before turning to 
avoid Justin’s stare. He might have won, but that didn’t mean pissing of a psychotic 
lunatic was a good idea. 


“Second place is awarded to Justin Tylor, and third to Yosuke Hanamura.” 


Justin jumped up out of his seat before turning around and thrusting his chest 
forward into Yosuke’s face. 


“What! Suck it, bitch!” 


Yosuke groaned. The worst part about losing might not have even been the money; 
it was Justin going off on one of his superiority complex trips. Justin was gonna rub 
this in Yosuke’s face all day at the least. He’d be lucky if he heard the end of it by 
next month. Chie giggled slightly at Justin’s overly dramatic and aggressive victory 
taunt. 


“Geeze, don’t get too excited. It’s not like you won the election or anything.” Hisako 
joked from his end of the classroom. Justin was surprised no one turned to him, a 
look of disgust on their face from his douche self ego-booster. Like, seriously, who 
the fuck cared if Justin was excited for getting second place; don’t be a dick about 


it. Justin turned his head to Hisako, a deep glare on his face as he slowly 
straightened his back up. 


“Hey Hisako, you see this?” 


Justin held out his hand, his palm stretched out as though to show Hisako 
something. Instead, Hisako was surprised, and confused, to find Justin’s palm 
completely empty, as he thrust it as far as he could towards Hisako from the 
opposite side of the room. He had half expected Justin to flip-him off, not show his 
complete and utter lack of sanity. 


“Uh... no?” Hisako spoke up questioningly. 


“Good. These are all the fucks | give. Don’t spend ‘em all in one place.” Justin 
remarked before dropping his hand back to his side and shaking his head in 
exasperation. Even the people supporting Hisako but a mere moment ago burst into 
one of those, “oh snap,” uproars. Hisako shrugged his shoulders slightly. Even 
though that was directed at him, he had to admit; it WAS a good comeback. Justin 
turned his head back over to Yosuke as the crowd started to die down. 


“Alright Hanamura, pay up.” 


“C-can we talk about this? I-] can give you something else!” Yosuke stuttered. He 
had the money to pay Justin, sure, but he didn’t want to give a single cent of his 
motorcycle fund over to Justin. Justin’s right eye squinted in slight disbelief and 
disgust. The fuck did you just say to me? 


“The king does not take bribes, peasant. Now fork up the dough.” 


“Wh-What if | got you free steak at Junes for the month?” Yosuke choked up, trying 
to appeal to some other side of Justin that wasn’t trying to practically rob him of his 
savings. He got an employee discount, so it would be dead cheap for him to buy 
steaks for Justin. Plus, he knew a certain someone that had a certain degree of 
control over Justin who just loved steak. 


“H-huh, what?” Chie said, snapping into reality. She had dazed out for a brief 
moment, though the sound of the word steak immediately snapped her back into 
reality. Hook, line, and sinker, Yosuke thought to himself, a slight smirk on his face. 
Justin turned to Chie for a brief second, his eyes widening as he realized what 
Yosuke was trying to do. Oh hell no. 


“Junes steak? Why the fuck would | want that?” 


“Well, I’m just saying. A month of all you could eat steak would be pretty cool. | 
mean, just think of all the steak there would be.” 


“A-All you can eat?” Chie spoke up, her eyes wide with excitement. Yosuke smirked. 
Ball’s in my court now, asshole. 


“You know, | heard we’re supposed to be getting sirloin’s soon.” 


Chie bit her bottom lip, the slightest whimper being audible under her breath. She 
knew damn well what Yosuke was trying to do, but... All you can eat steak? She 
could live like a king for a month. She turned her eyes over to Justin, who had been 
keeping an eye on her since Yosuke brought up steaks. He wasn’t going to let her 
sway her opinion on this one. 


“With 10,000 yen | could buy steaks for a month, and STILL have money left over.” 
Justin said, directing the comment to Yosuke, but facing Chie as to try and make 
this perfectly clear to her. 


“Well, that really is a shame. | mean, the new steak we're getting in is phenomenal. 
I’ve tried some myself; probably the best steak I’ve ever had. But, you know, if you 
want the money, then | guess.” 


Chie had been clenching her eyes shut, biting her lip harder as the words left 
Yosuke’s mouth, but alas, it was no use. She let go of her grip on her lip before 
turning to Justin. 


“Oh for Christ’s sake, take the steak!” 

“No.” 

“Pretty please?” 

“I'll buy you steak with the money, chill.” 

“But would it be all you can eat filet mignon?” Yosuke smirked. 


“Filet migno- Justin, you HAVE to take the steak.” She wasn’t even trying to hold it 
back at this point. All you can eat filet mignon, even if it was Junes’ filet, would be 
like heaven on earth. 


“Don’t fall for his tr-“ 


“If you don’t take the steak, I’m not speaking to you ever again.” Her eyebrows 
dropped into an intense glare, her pupils practically piercing through Justin’s heart. 
He knew she liked steak, but goddamn. Justin shot glances back and forth between 
the two; Chie, who despite wearing a glare, had pleading eyes, and Yosuke, who 
had a wide smirk across his face. All the cards seemed in his favor. Justin bit his 
bottom lip for a second. 


“Oh fuck this.” 


Justin quickly shot away from Chie, grabbed Yosuke’s wallet, hanging loose from his 
pocket, pulled out the cash, dropped the wallet on Yosuke’s desk, and dashed out 
the door. Yosuke’s jaw dropped. It wasn’t the fact that he had technically been 


robbed that had caught him off-guard, it had been that he thought he was so close 
to pulling that off. Chie practically had Justin in the palm of her hands, and yet he 
still managed to break free from her trance. Chie... Well, Chie pouted slightly, her 
eyes watering over. No all you can eat steak anytime in the future for her. Her 
dream, presented to her on a silver platter, and crushed before her very eyes. 


“Yosuke...? How much does filet mignon cost at Junes?” 


“1,800 yen.” Yosuke lied. They didn’t have filet mignon at Junes; but if he told her 
the truth, he would have gotten his ass kicked for enticing her with steak. Chie 
slammed her head into her desk, crying slightly. Buy steak for a month my ass. 


Justin gasped for breath, as he slammed the door behind him, slowly sliding his 
back down it’s wooden surface. He had managed to make a clean get-away, but he 
knew damn well that could only last for so long. Sure enough, within moments his 
phone started to buzz. He knew damn well who it was too, so he wasn’t sure why he 
bothered to even pick up the phone. He sighed slightly before flipping his cell open 
and pressing it to his ear. 


“Hello?” 

“You asshole!” Chie shouted through from the other side. 
“Calm down, it’s just steak.” 

“It was all you can eat steak!” 


“It was Junes’ steak.” Justin countered. The steak was pretty bad at Aiya’s, but 
Junes’ topped it by a long shot on the shittiness scale. 


“Steak is steak!” 


Justin sighed slightly. He had no problem buying her steak; what he had a problem 
with was giving up 10,000 yen just so Chie could chow down on the same fucking 
thing after-school. Only this time it would be on the house for her; as if it normally 
wasn’t anyway. Justin secretly paid the bill for both of them most of the time. She’d 
put her portion of the money on the table while Justin secretly stashed an 
equivalent amount of cash in the side of her pocket. One had to wonder how Justin 
managed to reverse pickpocket Chie so easily, but when you realize the guy could 
pick a lock using a bobby pin in twelve seconds flat, clearly he had very daft hands. 


“Look, I’ll buy you some steak whenever. Any kind you want.” 
“Any kind?” 


“So long as it’s not steak made of human flesh, yes. Any kind.” 


“Alright, how about right now, filet mignon?” 

“You know Yosuke was lying about Junes having filet, right?” 

“H-He was?” 

“Yeah? You've been there enough times that you should recognize the menu.” 


She pouted slightly on her end, though obviously Justin couldn’t see it. He certainly 
could imagine that was what she was doing, though. She sighed before talking 
again. 


“Alright fine... I’ll meet you at Aiya’s in a bit...” 


“Alright, there’s your prime rib. We cool now?” 


“Il guess...” Chie said, her cheek in her palm as the waiter placed the steak on the 
table in front of her. Sure, she was about to eat the most expensive steak they had 
in town, but it wasn’t all you can eat for a whole month. Hell, Justin hadn’t even 
ordered anything, opting instead to put the rest of his prize money aside for his 
replacement guitar fund. Even though he just bought a 2000 yen steak for Chie, he 
should still have enough to buy a cheap replacement guitar. He didn’t need 
anything fancy, just something he could plug into his amp. Justin sighed, shaking his 
heads at Chie’s apparent state of depression. /t was a fucking steak. Get over it. 


“You know, if you weren’t going to get excited over prime rib, | could have just 
bought one of those cheaper ones.” 


She sighed slightly before removing her head from her palm. Justin was right and 
she knew it. He didn’t have to get her jack-shit, let alone a prime-rib. She shook her 
head slightly before forcing herself to smile; even if she did feel like crap. A// that 
steak, just gone... Damn this is depressing. 


“Sorry, sorry... Thanks for the steak.” 
“Just remember | charge a 12% interest rate on all steak based transactions.” 
“Hey, wait a second! | never agreed to that!” 


“You didn’t need to. I’m just that shrewd of a businessman.” Justin joked, placing his 
arms behind his head in the process. Chie shook her head slightly, a grin across her 
face as she stuck her fork into the steak that had been presented to her. 


“I can’t believe Hisako won,” Chie said, changing the subject as she placed a piece 
of steak between her teeth. Justin puffed a breath of relief as the topic suddenly 
shifted from Justin’s dishonor to the grand dynasty of steak. All the same, he wasn’t 
sure how much he enjoyed this new topic. 


“Look on the Brightside. At least Yosuke didn’t win.” 

“There was no way you could have afforded to pay him if he did.” 
“That’s not what | meant.” 

Chie raised her eyebrow in confusion, chewing at the steak in her mouth. 


“Can you imagine what Yosuke would do as president? | imagine he’d inadvertently 
sell the deed to the school to a snake oil salesman.” 


“C’mon, he’s not that--“ Chie paused for a brief moment, noticing Justin lower the 
angle on his head again. He seemed to do that anytime he wanted to imply 
someone had just said something incredibly stupid, as though he thought they must 
be joking. “Okay, yeah, he’s that stupid.” She corrected herself, “I imagine Yu would 
keep him in line, though.” 


“We can only hope.” Justin shrugged. 

“Well what about you?” Chie said, pointing the tip of her fork over at Justin. 
“Me?” 

“Yeah. You’re not exactly the pinnacle of presidential perfection.” 

“How so?” 

“You wanted to have Burning Man at school every Monday.” 

“| was joking!” 


“You also wanted to overthrow the student body government, start a riot, and what 
was that thing you told me that one time about people bringing you macaroni and 
cheese?” 


“Well... | never get to have it. | always end up burning it when | cook it.” 


“But... You boil it.” Chie seemed confused. She wasn’t exactly a good cook, hell, she 
was probably one of the worst out there, but even she didn’t think cooking 
macaroni and cheese would be a difficult feat. Hell, how is it even physically 
possible for Justin to have burned it? Did he set the pan on fire, or something? | 
mean, knowing his apparent obsession with setting stuff on fire, that wouldn't really 
surprise me... 


“I know.” Justin added, a slight grimace on his face. 
“But seriously, what exactly were you planning to do if you won?” 


“In all honesty? | was going to go to the faculty office and drop out if | won.” 


“Really?” 
“Yeah, I’m no good at micro-managing, let alone putting up with poltical bullshit.” 


“You know, you could have told us that when you were convincing us to join your 
cabinet.” 


“I... Probably could have. Shit.” 


Chie laughed at Justin. For a guy who seemed to hassle them all for not thinking 
outside the box on a regular basis, he seemed to overlook the bare basics an awful 
lot. Justin just shook his head as Chie continued with her laughing fit. 


“Yeah, yeah, | get it. I’m stupid. You can stop anytime Yukiko.” Chie’s laughter 
caught off immediately. 


“Hey. Not cool.” 


“You asked for it.” 


